FRANCIS   BRETT  YOUNG
SONG OF THE DARK AGES
WE digged our trenches on the down
Beside old barrows, and the wet
White chalk we shovelled from below ;
It lay like drifts of thawing snow
On parados and parapet :
Until a pick neither struck flint
Nor split the yielding chalky soil,
But only calcined human bone :
Poor relic of that Age of Stone
Whose ossuary was our spoil.
Home we marched singing in the rain,
And all the while, beneath our song,
I mused how many springs should wane
And still our trenches scar the plain:
The monument of an old wrong.
But then, I thought, the fair green sod
Will wholly cover that white stain,
And soften, as it clothes the face
Of those old barrows, every trace
Of violence to the patient plain.
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